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a sachet of yellowed pink paper. He held
the box to his nose with the same wry smile.
He put the open box on to the desk above,
and bent down for the other. It held a small
square needle-case in tartan, a small oval
mirror in mother-of-pearl, a pair of garnet
ear-rings and a plain gold bracelet in a nest
of cotton-wool, and a pair of brocade shoes.
The mahogany box was quite empty. Never-
theless, he placed it wide-open between the
others on the desk. The dark-red paper
lining had turned to patchy pink, making it
forlorn as an empty room in a neglected,
mildewed house*

He drew a chair up to the desk and leaned
upon it with one elbow, resting his cheek in
his left hand. With his right hand he slowly
moved a little pink drawer backwards and
forwards in the empty work-box. He stared
at the movement for a while. Then he took
the mirror from its box, breathed on it and
watched the mist clear away. He held it
close to his eyes and gazed into their reflection.
They were brown, and clouded as though they
had been frozen; long dark lashes fringed
the lids. When he had looked into them
till he was almost di&zy> he snatched the
mirror to his lips and kissed it passionately.